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I 

6:35 PM 

I saw this guy riding a bike without his hands on the 
handlebars — he was just swinging them by his sides — 
and I was so anxious because maybe he was gonna lose 
balance. Feeling arvdous because he was gonna lose bal- 
ance. 

6:43 PM 

I mean if you'd just seen how nonchalant this guy was, 
with a big grin on his face. All I could picture was him 
falling and getting scraped up real bad. 

II 

2:02 PM 

Drove around Thornwood for about half an hour looking 
for RadioShack. It was in the second strip mall I tried. 
Didn't end up getting that SD card I wanted because 
it was overpriced. There was a Carvel though so now 
I'm sitting in my car eating ice cream, listening to Krill. 
What a day. 
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2:30 PM 

This took an unexpected turn because my car battery 
died while I was eating my ice cream. Called AAA but 
they cover "the member, not the vehicle" and my mom 
is the member. BRB while my mom adds me to our AAA 
membership. I thought I was going to melt to death but 
then I realized it was only hot in the car and it's super 
nice outside today. Beautiful really. 

2:43 PM 

AAA guy will be here within thirty minutes. I have to go 
back I to Carvel to get change to tip him with. 

3:01 PM 

Back in action! I'm going home guys! 
Ill 

Was sitting on the T today and right as I uttered the word 
"algebra" to a friend, an older man in a purple dress 
shirt sits next to me and says "What kind of algebra?" I 
explained that I was taking an abstract algebra course 
in the fall and he asked me what material? I said I didn't 
really know. 
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"Is the book Dummit and Foote?" 

"I'm not sure." 

"Oh, weU I'm Dummit." 

Lx)oked it up just now, and it is. Nice meeting you 
David Dummit, looking forward to reading your text. 

IV 

3:19 PM 

On the Amtrak quiet car. The only noise comes from the 
elderly woman across from me: the fake shutter sound 
from her phone snaps over again as she takes blurry 
snapshots (I can see them) out the window of the fast 
moving car. 

3:23 PM 

The train travels sixty or seventy miles per hour through 
a view of the green blurs of trees. Snap. Snap, snap. 
Snap. Another four while I type this. 

3:25 PM 

I notice for the first time little LCD screens above each 
pair of seats. Across from me, in front of me, above me 
they all read EMPTY. 
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3:29 PM 

It's a metric for the degree of scenic-ness of any one area. 
One snap isn't worth a thought. Nor two or three. After 
four, consider glancing out the window because you're 
probably on a bridge. 

3:31 PM 

If I'm not mistaken, the view is equally pleasant from 
the cars not designated as quiet. 

3:35 PM 

The woman briefly took the man's phone out of his hand, 
presimiably double-fisting iPhones just outside my field 
of vision, waiting for a particularly spectacular vista. 

3:38 PM 

We pass over a lake with tiny islets of neon green grass. 
There is a crane or something flying in what appears 
to be slow motion over the water. And yet nothing but 
silence from her seat. Sensing my astonishment, she 
snaps a quick five pictures. The man leaves to go to the 
restroom but, perhaps seeing it was occupied, sits back 
down. Another two pictures. 
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3:43 PM 

A break as she eats from a packet of almonds about the 
size of a change purse. She hands it to the man and I 
know that the respite will be short lived. 

3:51 PM 

I get up to go to the Amtrak Cafe Car and as I stand I 
see that she Is reading from two pages semi-neatly torn 
from The New Yorker. There is also a dog on the train, 
which Is nice. My cheese and cracker tray cost $5.50. 

3:59 PM 

The Cafe woman looked at my shirt and said if I like The 
Black Keys, I should look up this other band, but I can't 
remember what they're called. 

4:08 PM 

It wasn't the White Stripes. It was a name like "B 

& ." I Googled "Bait and Tackle" but that wasn't It. 

They're a two piece. When I typed "new two piece" into 
Google, "new two piece condom" was suggested before 
"new two piece band." 
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4:13 PM 

The couple really made it seem like they were getting 
off in Providence, but it's now clear that they're not. I 
remember the pack of Werther's Originals in my back- 
pack as they pull out their luggage from above them 
just to tease me into fantasizing about their absence. 
The couple behind them engages in egregious public 
affection. 

4:15 PM 

On the way to the Cafe earlier, I passed a conductor- 
looking guy reading the Funnies section of the paper. Is 
it hard to drive a train? 

4:21 PM 

The man just finished "Alice Let's Eat" and now flips 
back through the pages, glancing at chapter titles as if 
he's already forgotten what he's read. 

4:44 PM 

The affectionate couple departs at Back Bay, leaving 
behind a cardboard box from the Cafe Car. My seatmate 
also leaves. I move into his window seat which is fairly 
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warm and I have a better view than ever of the photo 
snapping woman. Twice we make eye contact and she 
looks upset with me. 



4:56 PM 



The old couple gets up and goes to the train door, lest 
they be caught off guard when the train stops. I wonder 
to myself if the man had left "Alice let's eat" in the 
compartment in the seatback but, considering how weird 
it would look, decide not to get up to go check. When 
the train stops I glance in the seatback and grab the 
forgotten book. I get stuck behind three massive Aryans 
taking their huge luggage and the couple are about a 
hundred feet ahead of me. And it's crowded. I think of 
how ridiculous I'm going to feel going home with this 
book. No, I tell myself. I powerwalk like a mofo and close 
on them just as they've entered South Station. "Excuse 
me sir," I say, tapping him on the back. "I think you left 
this." I've betrayed the fact that I had been surveUing 
the couple for three hours. He turns about 20 degrees 
around and takes the book and mimibles weak gratitude 
without slowing his pace. I sit at a table in front of the 
Cheese Boy to type this out and avoid getting on the 
same T as them. 
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V 



9: IQarn, the man next to me on the T mumbles to him- 
self. Between bouts of hardy laughter he takes big swigs 
from a 40oz of beer. 



VI 

Mother and daughter approach the down escalator at 
the T station. They see that it's not working and turn 
around to use the stairs instead. 1 don't know what to 
make of it and feel embarrassed as 1 walk down the 
escalator. 



VII 



"That's actually a fairly common phrase on the internet," 
the kid on the T says to his mother. "Oh." I missed the 
phrase itself. 



VIII 



A shabby guy sitting on the steps of a building with 
a plaque looks to be assembling drug gear in his lap 
behind a copy of Steve Jobs' biography. 



Transit 



11 



IX 

In Walgreen's where I'm buying my 100 Grand Bar the 
cashier says "You know that you're rare?" "Am I?" "You 
are. Red hair and blue eyes is the rarest phenotypic com- 
bination. When people come up to you and make fun of 
you," an assumption taken for granted, "you can explain 
to them 'I am rarer than you and thus superior.' That 
always ends the conversation." "I bet it does." "Explain 
it slowly so that they'll understand, since your rarity 
means you have superior intelligence too.' 

Outside the Walgreen's a tourist family walks past 
me. "We've been warned," I hear the mother say, "in the 
city it's dog eat dog." 



